Themoft Lamentable T rage die 

Tip MercMio thou conforteft with Romeo. 

MtT. Confort, what do’ftthou make vs Minflrcls? and th« 

make Minftrels ofvs.look to heare nothing but difeords, here’j 
my Fiddlefticke , he'cre’s that (hall make you dance zoundj 
content. 

Ben. We talke here in the publike haunt of men : 

Either withdraw vnto fome priuate place. 

Or reafon coldly of your grieuances : 

Or elfe depart, hcreall eyes gaze on vs. 

Met. Mens eies were made to lookc, and let them gaze, 

I will not budge for no mans pleafure I. 

Enter Romeo, 

Tit. Well peace be with you fir,here comes my roan: 

Mer ,. But He be bang’d dr, if he wcareyour Liueryt 
M arry goc before to field, heelc be your follower. 

Your Worlhip in that fenfemay call him man. 

Tb. Romeo, the lone I beare thee, canaffoord 
No better texme then this: thou art a Villaine. 

Ro.Ttbalt ,thc reafon that I haue to louethee> 

Doth much excufe the appertayning rage 
To fuch a greeting : Villaine am I none. 

Therefore farewell I fee thou know'ft me not. 

21 i. Boy, this (hall not excufe the iniuries 
That thou haft done me therefore turne and draw. 

Ro. I doeprotcft l ncucriniurcd thee. 

But loue thee better then thou canft deuife: 

Till thou fhalt know the realon of my loue. 

And fo good Capulct, which name I cendcr 
As dearcly as my owne, be latisfied. 

M.r, O calme dishonourable, vilefubmifteon : 

%Atla jlucAtho carries i; away. 

Tib fit, you Rat-catcher, will you walke ? 

71. What woulds thou haue with me ? 

Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your nine 
hues. ; , that I mcanc to make bold withall, and as you (hall 
ylVmec hereafter drie beare the reft of the eight.. Will you 
pfucke your Sword out of his Pilcher by the earcs ? make hafte, 

* lead 


i aft t nine bee about your cares ere it bee out, 

* C 7t I ^ OI y° U * i n • 

Ro. Gentle Mcrctttio, put thy Rapier vp, 

Mer. Come fir y our Paflado. 

Ro Draw Benuolio, beate downe their weapons. 
Gentlemen, for fhame forbeare this outrage, 

T'Ut, Mercutio ,the Prince exprefly hath 
Fotbid bandying in Verona ftreets, 

Hold T*b alt, good Mercutio. 



Mer. T am hurt. 

A plague a both houfes, I am fpeu. 

Is he gone and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What art thou hurt ? p , 

Mer. I, I, a fcratch, a fcratch, marry ns enough, 

Where is mv Page? goe Villaine, fetch a Surgeon. 

Ro Courage man, the hurt cannot be much, - - 

Mer. No’tis not fo deepe as a Well, nor fo wide as a Church 
doore,but *tis enough, twill Ictue : aske forme to morrow, and 
you (hall find mee a graue man. I am peppered I warrant , for 
this World, a plague a both your houles, iounds a dog, a rar, a 
moufe, a cat to fcratch a man to death, a braggatt, a rogue, a 
villaine, that fights by the booke of Arithmetick, why the 
dcu’ie came you betweene vs ? I was hurt vnder your arme. 

Re. I choughc all for the beft. 

Mtr. Helpe me into fome houfe Benuolio. 

Or i (hall fainr. a plague a both your houfes. 

They haue made wormes meat of me, 

1 haue it, and loundly to your houfes 

Exit 


Ro. This Gentleman the Princes neare alic, 

My very friend hath got his mortal! hurt 
In my behalfCjiny reputation ftaynd 
With 71 Wr/ fljunder,7l/'4/r that anhoure 
Hath b' ene my Cozin, O fweet Inhet , 

Thy hcautie hath made t»ie effeminate. 

And in my temper loftncd valours fteele. 

F a Enter 



